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Or what good change of mind rebuke the lie
That lived upon them ; but that I must live,
And of their proofs unspotted, sounds not worse
Than if a friend had come to bear me word
That I must die belied.

Sir R. Melville.           Upon these terms

Are they, content for you to live in ward ;
That you yield up as with free hand the crown
And right of kingdom to your son, who straight
At Stirling shall receive it from their hands ;
Else shall your grace be put to trial, and bear
The doom ensuing, with what of mortal weight
May hang upon that sentence.

Queen.                                     Sir, methought

This word of doom for shame's sake now was dead
Even in their mouths that first it soiled, and made
Even shamelessness astonished \ not again
We thought to hear of judgment, we that are,
While yet we are anything, and yet must be,
The voice which deals, and not the ear which takes,
Judgment.    God gave man might to murder me,
Who made me woman, weaker than a man,
But God gave no man right, I think, to judge,
Who made me royal.    Come then, I will die;
I did not think to live.    Must I die here ?

Sir R. Melville.    Madam, my errand------

Queen.                                        -Ay, sir, is received

Here in my heart; I thank you ; but you know
I had no hope before ; yet sounds it strange
That should not sound, to die at such men's hands,
A queen, and at my years.    Forgive me, sir;